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work was greatly admired by all the girls; but never shall I forget the astonishment of poor Semantha when she learned for whom it was intended.
" Your mutter lets you love her yet — you would dare ?" And as I only gazed dumbly at her, she went on, while slow tears gathered in her eyes, " My mutter hasn't let me love her since — since I vas big enough to be knocked over/'
Through the talkativeness of an extra night-hand or scene-shifter, who knew her family, I learned something of poor Semantha's private life. Poor child! from the very first she had rested her bright brown eyes upon the wrong side of life, — the seamy side,—and her own personal share of the rough patchwork, composed of dismal drabs and sodden browns and greens, had in it just one small patch of rich and brilliant colour, — the theatre. Of the pure tints of sky and field and watery waste and fruit and flower, she knew nothing. But what of that!olly-ately cried, " Und she,ood sample of each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
